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LOOK AT THIS ISSUE 


OOK at this issue of “A Voice in the Wilderness.” It is thin 
and emaciated—less than half the size of the previous issues— 
and has no dress on. Well, the fault is not mine. Quite the 
contrary. I prepared a particularly nice and fat issue, with a spec- 
ially good dress. But at the very last moment the change HAD to 
be made. But be patient. We must all learn to be patient in these 
troublous times. I will make up either in the very next or in a later 
issue. 

You see, we are in the infancy of the war, and our officials are 
going thru the diseases of infancy—the measles, chicken pox, 
whooping cough, etc.—of infantile bureaucratitis. (I hope they 
won’t get meningitis, for that generally affects the brain perman- 
ently). Being new in the business of bureaucracy they are apt to 
overdo the tactics of the worst European autocracies and being 
somewhat panicky and hysterical they see treason in the Declara- 
tion of Independence, sedition in the Constitution of the United 
States, and disloyalty in a quotation from Woodrow Wilson. But a 
change is bound to take place soon. I can not believe that there is 
not at least one man in Washington with sufficient intelligence, his- 
torical knowledge and courage to whisper to the bureaucrats that 
repression of ideas is worse than futile and only serves to spread and 
popularize them. 

In the meantime both the September and the October issues of 
“A Voice in the Wilderness” have been declared unmailable, and we 
are forbidden to mail them even in sealed envelopes under letter 
postage. Of course, I am going to fight the thing. I do not intend 
to submit in silence to autocratic methods and arbitrary rulings; but 
it may be a month or two or three before a decision is reached. But 
if you have not received and if you wish to get the October or Sep- 
tember and October issues now—and they are surely worth getting 
—let us know, and we will send them to you by express collect. We 
cannot afford to prepay express charges; it would be too heavy a 
burden to carry. In fact it would be impossible. But for each in- 
dividual subscriber to pay fifteen or twenty cents is not prohibitive. 

We also take this opportunity to ask each subscriber to send in 
a small contribution—a dollar or two—to help defray incidental ex- 
penses, which are coming up daily unexpectedly. Do it, if you be- 
lieve that the magazine is of importance and that we are doing 
good, necessary, and noble work. It is only from such people that 
we expect support—we want no other. 

Yes, we are living in jolly times. 
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“We have seen a good many singular things happen recently. 
We have been told that it is unpatriotic to criticize public action. 
Well, if it is, then there is a deep disgrace resting upon the origin of 
this nation. This nation originated in the sharpest sort of criticism 
of public policy. We originated, to put it in the vernacular, in a 
kick; and if it be unpatriotic to kick, why then the grown man is 
unlike the child. We have forgotten the wery principle of our 
origin if we have forgotten how to object, how to resist, how to 
agitate, how to pull down and build up, even to the extent of 
revolutionary practices if it be necessary to readjust matters. IL 


have forgotten my history if that be not true history.’’— Woodrow 
Wilson. 


Thank you for having reminded us, Mr. President; but why are we 


barred from the mails, arrested, and persecuted if we object, resist 
and agitate? 


Mr. President, Call the Bloodhounds Off 


Sir:—While many of us differ with you radically on the sub- 
ject of the war, while thousands and thousands of the most intel- 
ligent and straight-thinking men and women in this country believe 
that you have made a tragic error which will prove extremely costly 
to the present and future generations, still your bona fides is in- 
tact, above suspicion. Your honor is untarnished. The loftiness of 
your purpose, the sincerity of your motives and actions are still un- 
questioned. But if you wish your bona fides, your honesty and sin- 
cerity to remain above suspicion, you must call the bloodhounds off. 

There are two sides to the question of the necessity and right- 
eousness of this war. There can be no two sides to the question of 
the brutalities and violations of the Constitution that are permitted 
daily thruout the country. It is perfectly proper that once we 
are at war we should want to come out victorious. That is right 
and proper. But for the successful conduct of a war it is not 
necessary to break up peaceful meetings, to beat up harmless speak- 
ers, to sentence to long terms of imprisonment distributors of in- 
offensive circulars and authors of perfectly legal criticisms. For 
the successful prosecution of a war it is not necessary to call sedi- 
tious every yearning for peace, to brand as treasonable every dis- 
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cussion of peace terms. For the successful prosecution of the war 
it surely was not necessary to drive the People’s Council, a con- 
gregation of peaceable and high-minded men and women, from pil- 
lar to post as if they were a band of dangerous criminals. For the 
successful prosecution of the war it is not necessary to tamper with 
people's private letters, it is not necessary to bar journals and 
magazines from the mails, it is not necessary to cover the country 
with a detestable spy system. 

All these things are not only brutal, are not only criminal, but 
entirely unnecessary, and are more apt to injure than to help the 
war. You know it as well as we do. In short, for the successful 
prosecution of the war it is not necessary to adopt the horribly offen- 
sive and worse than useless outworn methods of the Romanoff-Ras- 
putin regime. All these are unnecessary brutalities. And you 
know as well as we do that with a stroke of the pen you can stop 
them. A letter from you, disapproving of the various illegal and 
brutal acts of which we are daily witnesses, a mere expression of 
opinion on the subject, just a frown, would be sufficient to stop the 
nefarious activities of those little autocrats who have sprung up in 
the night, and who, clothed with brief authority, are apparently 
anxious to demonstrate that patriotism is incompatible with fair 
play, with a calm, judicial attitude of mind. 

You can stop all unnecessary brutalities, all uncalled for 
rowdyism, with a stroke of your pen. And you will do it if you 
wish your good faith to remain above suspicion; if you wish us to 
continue to believe that while your actions may be wrong, your 
intentions are right. 

* # 


The Greatest Crime in All History: Another Letter to 
President Wilson 


For more than half a century a great nation was trying to strike 
off the shackles which cut deeply and cruelly into its flesh and soul. 
Every endeavor to free itself was ruthlessly and pitilessly re- 
pressed by its Government—an autocracy the most foul, the most 
cruel, the most debauched, the most corrupt and the most stupid 
that the world has ever seen. It flogged its citizens, it incited 
bloody pogroms, it imprisoned, exiled and hanged its best men and 
noblest women, it trampled upon every human right and cruelly and 
tauntingly it tortured the soul of the nation. It then led the people 
into a useless and unjustifiable war, a war the issue of which, under 
the prevailing incompetence and corruption, was, as far as Russia 
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was concerned, a foregone conclusion. Millions of men were 
literally slaughterd without any result or reason. At last the 
people, no longer able to bear the gigantic crimes and unspeakable 
cruelities of its rulers, made a supreme effort and broke its shackles. 

But those three years of bloodshed, of desolation, of hunger, 
of fear and of cruelties and tortures indescribable made the nation 
sick. Sweating blood from every pore of its body politic, it stood 
almost exsanguinated, staggering, panting for breath and on the 
point of syncope. Common humanity should have suggested to the 
Allies to give to the sick nation a breathing-spell, to allow it some 
time for recuperation. Instead, it threatened and forced the dying 
patient to go forth and fight, fight when it had no ammunition, fight 
when it had no food, fight when it could not stand on its feet. The 
outcome could be foreseen. The well-equipped enemy carried off 
further victories, the sick nation became still sicker, with the result 
that the dark forces, the destructive enemies of the nation, became 
bold and are again threatening to destroy the liberties acquired 
after so much terrible suffering. Isn’t this a heartrending pity? 
Isn’t this a terrible crime? 

What greater crime can there be than forcing a sick and ex- 
hausted nation, that has just shaken off its entrenched rulers and 
therefore has millions of cunning and brutal enemies within, to fight 
a powerful and practically invincible enemy, against its will—to 
fight when it is both unable to fight and when it sees no reason for 
fighting? 

In my first letter to you—see A Voice 1n THE WILDERNESS, 
September, pp. 15-16—I stated that all the crimes of the war ‘“‘sink 
into insignificance as compared with the crime committed by Great 
Britain and her Allies against Russia.” I said: “When Russia 
overthrew her murderous and foul autocracy, when she declared 
that she wanted neither Constantinople nor the Dardanelles and no 
other territory, she should have been permitted, as she wanted to, 
to stop fighting from that very day. She would then have been able 
to secure an honorable and satisfactory peace from Germany, she 
would have been able to attend to her internal affairs, which badly 
needed attending to, and the fruits of the revolutionary victory 
would have been permanent and secure.” And I further stated: 
“... if the fruits of the revolution should be snatched from Rus- 
sia, if the internal dissensions should grow to such an extent that 
the path would be open for a counter-revolution, if the late autoc- 
racy with its infamous black hundreds should become victorious, 
or at least should succeed in embarrassing and disorganizing Rus- 
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sia for years to come, the fault will be Great Britain’s. The crime 
will rest on the shoulders of Great Britain, and partly also, I re- 
gret to say, on our shoulders.” 

The events of the past few days show that my fears were well 
grounded. Russia is facing a civil war. Its dark forces are gain- 
ing strength. Its murderous Cossacks, the ruthless and merciless 
ravishers, the real Huns of Europe, are getting ready to restore the 
foul autocracy; General Korniloff, a sinister scoundrel, is leading 
them and all the vicious riff-raff against Petrograd, and they will 
attempt to re-establish the foul autocracy. And the very worst of 
it is, Great Britain looks on with approval. To gain its selfish ends, 
it is willing to sacrifice the Russian nation, to destroy all the fruits 
of its struggle, to crush democracy, to enthrone autocracy. I fore- 
saw that. I have long ceased to believe in England’s unselfish 
motives, but what I say now is not the mere expression of my fears: 
it is the open avowal of England. The New York Times of today, 
September 12th, presents among other joyful news the following 
headlines: “British Turning to Gen. Korniloff. Convinced Russia 
Can Be Ruled at Present Only by a Military Dictator. Place Hope 
in Cossacks. Future of Democracy Regarded as Unavoidably Ad- 
journed Until After the War.’ And in its editorial columns that 
vicious and dishonest Tory newspaper praises the treacherous Kor- 
niloff, approves of his acts, tho they are distinctly treasonable, ap- 
plauds the forces of darkness and reaction, and sneers at the radical 
elements who suffered and bled for half a century to gain freedom. 
Oh, how bitter is life, how cruel men can be. 

And will no man, no real man, rise up to avert this terrible 
catastrophe, to prevent this greatest crime of all history? 

There is one man who could do it, and do it at once. That 
man is you, President Wilson. By making it known that peace is 
imminent, that negotiations are not far off, that only as a Republic 
can Russia hope to obtain honorable, equitable and satisfactory 
peace terms, the liberal forces would gain courage, the forces of 
darkness would be dismayed, and the country might retain the 
fruits of its victory over the autocracy. The President can do it. 
Will he? 

Will you do it, Mr. Wilson, and save a great nation from ciril 
war and internal disaster? Will you make yourself immortal as 
one of Humanity’s great benefactors, or will you go down in history 
just as an ordinary—President? 
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One of the War’s Greatest Lunacies, 
or, Are the Germans People? 


The war has upset the minds and destroyed the morals of 
thousands and thousands of people. It has given rise to numerous 
abhorrent lunacies. But of all the lunacies it has engenderd, none 
is more idiotic, none more repulsive than the one carefully fostered 
by our allies and now taken up by some lunatics at home, that the 
Germans are not like other people, that they are sui generis, that in 
dealing with the Germans we are dealing with a people with a 
peculiar psychology, peculiar mentality, peculiar ideas of ethics 
and morality, peculiar standards of justice and truthfulness, and 
so forth. In short, with a people that stands apart from all other 
nations. What contemptible rot! 

You remember perfectly well that before the war the German 
was considered one of our most desirable of citizens. At every op- 
portunity, at every celebration he was officially and unofficially as- 
sured that of all immigrants he made the most desirable one; that 
economically, mentally, morally and esthetically, the United States 
owed the German immigrant more than to any other nationality. 
And in looking for employees we were always glad to give prefer- 
ence, other things being equal, to the German. For we all admired 
his industry, his reliability, his truthfulness and his capacity for 
plodding and taking pains. And far from being considered cruel, 
he was generally considered sentimental. And speaking of the Ger- 
mans as a whole, we could never admire sufficiently their contribu- 
tions to literature, to music, to painting, to science in general and 
particularly to the sciences of medicine and chemistry. 

And all at once that German with whom we were perfectly 
pleased at home, and of whose achievements in his own country we 
were great and occasionally even uncritical admirers, has become 
a beast devoid of human qualities, lacking all human characteristics, 
unworthy of being treated like a human being, and constituting in 
the aggregate a nation deserving no consideration and unworthy of 
any trust. And not only our yellow newspapers, our gentle disciples 
of Christ, our clerical gentlemen, are propagating the same lunacy. 

This is all contemptible, damnable, dastardly rot. The Ger- 
mans are as good a nation as any, and I will say this, war or no 
war, in spite of the Vigilantes, in spite of the National Security 
League, and in spite of the Black Hundreds and the organized and 
unorganized rowdies thruout the country. No wholesale condemna- 
tion of any nation! The German nation has its wretches, its mons- 
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ters, its war-mad brutes, but so has every other nation, ourselves 
included. 
* * 


One of the Letters I Have Received 


If anyone doubts that considerable, perhaps supreme, courage 
is required in order to publish a sane, humane and outspoken mag- 
azine in times of maniacal madness and blood-lust bysteria, let him 
look over some of the letters that I am getting daily. I present 
here a specimen, received this morning. It is not from an anony- 
mous gangster. It is from a respectable citizen, from a professional 
man who is not afraid to sign his name. Please read it carefully. 
It is reproduced verbatim et literatim: 


Law Offices 
BRONNER & WARD 
5-8 Journal & Courier Building 
Little Falls, New York 
Myron G. Bronner George W. Ward 
James C. Bronner 


Dr. William J. Robinson, 
12 Mount Morris Park, W., 
New York City, N. Y. 


Hiawassee! September 11th, 1917. 


I have received through the mails a solicitation to subscribe for 
a magazine alleged to be published by you entitled “A Voice in the 
Wilderness” etc. 

After reading it I feel like hunting you up and choking you to 
death with my bare hand. You have no right to importune me or 
any other man to pay money for your treacherous and treasonable 
publication. It is an insult to any citizen to be compelled to re- 
ceive such stuff, and to understand that you and men like you are 
availing yourselves of the freedom permitted in this country and 
the services of this government in your attempt to destroy it. For 
one, I do not propose to be annoyed, disturbed and insulted by such 
wretches as yourself by being made the object of your importuni- 
ties and if the government does not prevent that being done I feel 
able at this writing to visit your sanctum of sane and fearless radi- 
calism and make you and it look like a tar spot on that street. A 
good hanging in each county will be of great benefit to the people 
of the United States, and I am disposed to nominate you as the 
proper fellow to receive that treatment in your section. 
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I am forwarding a copy of this letter and your vicious publiea- 
tion to the Postmaster General by this mail and asking him, as a 
citizen, to prevent in the future the mails being used by you to 
solicit or importune me or any other citizen to furnish funds to 
help you betray this government and the people of the United 
States. 

The Prussian foreign office probably is, and can well afford to 
pay you well for your treachery. I am of the opinion that the 
paper and printers’ ink you used has already been paid for from 
that source and that they will find your thirty pieces of silver on 
you if they search you carefully. 

Hoping that you may hear from the government of the United 
States through a warrant disclosing your indictment by a Federal 
Grand Jury, and trusting that you may suffer anxiety until it comes 
T remain, 

Earnestly yours, 
Grorce W. Warp. 
GWW-R 


Of course, you may throw such a letter disdainfully into the 
wastebasket and say: Oh, it doesn’t matter, that man is an irre- 
sponsible scoundrel, a festering moral skunk, of whom there are 
plenty in every country. But do you think it is pleasant to get 
such letters? Do you think anybody can read such letters, ad- 
dressed to himself, with pleasure and equanimity? My friends, I 
do not ask for any laurel wreaths, but it does feel a bit uncomfort- 
able to be publishing a sane and humane paper. surrounded on all 
sides by ruffians, lynchers and criminals of all sorts, lay and pro- 
fessional. Especially, as the few friends are passively friendly 
while the enemies are actively vicious. 


* = 


To the Moral Scum, to Amateur Spies and Denouncers 


Against letters and attacks of anonymous scoundrels we are 
helpless. There are moral skunks and cowards in every society, 
and the militant, uncompromising reformer knows beforehand the 
annoyance that he is likely to suffer at their hands. Nor do we 
object to open and aboveboard criticism, severe as it may be. But 
we warn every newspaper in the land and every penny patriot 
against slinging mud, against impugning our motives, against call- 
ing us pro-German, against accusing us of treasonable and seditious 
utterances. Martial law has not been declared yet, the laws of the 
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land are still in operation—more or less—nor have the statutes on 
libel been abrogated. And in justice to ourselves and our work we 
shall feel obliged to invoke the protection of the laws against tra- 
ducers, maligners, slanderers and miscellaneous rascals. 

We might also say to the various scoundrels, stool pigeons and 
amateur spies and informers that they may save themselves the 
trouble of sending copies of our circulars and of our magazine to 
the authorities, in New York or in Washington. For we are doing 
it ourselves. We send several copies of everything we print to the 
New York Postmaster and to the authorities in Washington. Every- 
thing we do is aboveboard and we fear nothing. And if we print 
anything objectionable or “seditious” or “treasonable”’ we want to 
know it before the moral skunks and filthy denouncers do. 

So all of you, fools, hysterics, hirelings and amateur spies, 
may as well save yourselves the trouble. 


* * 


Can it be Incipient Paresis? 


It is a well known fact that the peculiar vagaries of some 
people, their irascibility, their strange actions and statements, 
which may contradict all their previous life, are often the first 
signs of softening of the brain, of incipient paresis. And we also 
know that paresis, which is practically always the late result of 
syphilis, often makes its start under some great emotional strain. 

In analyzing the actions and statements of some of our radicals, 
I have been wondering if their peculiar behavior cannot be ex- 
plained on this hypothesis, that they are beginning to develop 
paresis? Some of the renegades and treason-shouters I know had 
been suffering from syphilis a number of years ago. And it is 
mental workers that are more apt to develop paresis than laboring 
people, particularly, as stated, under some great emotional strain, 
such as has been furnished by the war. ‘This explanation is not 
only amply sufficient to account for the savage irresponsible state- 
ments and actions of some of our ex-radicals; it is also the most 
charitable of all explanations. 


* * 
The Stockholm Conference 


Why are the war-mad patriots so furious at the idea of the 
Stockholm Conference? What harm can it do? Any conclusions 
reached by that conference canot be binding on any nation. So 
wherein is the harm? Suppose it can do no good. But what harm 
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can it do? Why not make an attempt at least to bring peace nearer? 

Isn't the conclusion justified that there are actually some people 
in this country and in other countries who do not want an early 
peace, no matter how just or equitable? Isn't the conclusion justi- 
fied that there are some people in this and in other countries whom 
it pays to have the war go on? 

No other conclusion is possible. But the people are beginning 
to see thru the game of their diplomats, and soon there will be an 
awakening. 

x 


A Contemptible Trick 


Our post-office officials have recently made themselves guilty of 
a trick so mean, so contemptible, as to approach the limits of the 
incredible. In order to be entitled to what is called second-class 
privileges, that is, sending magazines at the rate of one cent a 
pound, the publication must be issued regularly, either every month, 
or every week, etc. If it is irregular in its publication, if it skips 
a few weeks or a few months, it is apt to lose its second-class 
privileges, tho the post office has generally been liberal in this 
respect. 

But now, in its desire to debar from the mails the radical pub- 
lications, it has adopted new tactics. It declares a certain issue 
unmailable. It prohibits it from being mailed, and then it tells that 
publication that it didn’t appear regularly, and is therefore de- 
prived of its second-class privileges. Tho the issue did appear at 
the regular time, and tho its failure to be mailed was due to the 
post office itself, still the post office inquisitors act as if the issue did 
not make its appearance at all. 

If you know of any more contemptible trick, I'd like to know 
what it is. In this manner The Masses, The American Socialist 
and other publications have been deprived of their second-class 
privileges. 

P. S.—Even such a reactionary as Judge Hough says that 
it sounds “like a poor joke.” Here are his words: 

‘That the postmaster-general intends (if he does so intend) to 
assign as a ground for such exclusion plaintiff's failure to mail 
the August number of its periodical (The Masses) when he knows 
that he was himself the sole reason for such omission on plaintiff's 
part, sounds like a poor joke. It is as if a policeman knocked a 
man down and then arrested him for encumbering the sidewalk.” 

Yes, but such jokes are not jokes to the editors and publishers 
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of the magazines, who spend their blood, their brains, their time 
and their money to promulgate their ideas and their ideals. 


* * 


That Intrepid Young Hero 


I trust that a subscription has been or is being raised to erect 
a monument or memorial or something to that young, intrepid soldier 
who, taking his life in his own hands, shot dead thru the back—or 
was it thru the heart?—a feeble, tottering old man, seventy-six 
years of age, because he did not cross the street fast enough, or be- 
cause he was about to cross it not in the direction indicated. This, 
I believe, was the first recorded deed of heroism in our war for 
humanity, liberty and democracy. Should that young hero be for- 
gotten, it will only go to corroborate what has been sad knowledge 
for ever so long, namely, that republics are ungrateful. 


* *& 
The War Came Unheralded and Unexpected 


We may as well admit the fact that the war came to everybody 
like a sudden thunderclap; it was like a sledge hammer blow, de- 
livered without any warning on the back of the head of every 
thinking and feeling man and woman. There are some wise people 
who claim that the war did not come to them as a surprise; they had 
foreseen it all; they were sure it was coming. What were all those 
huge armaments for, all those enormous war preparations, stagger- 
ing expenditures for the army and navy—surely they were not to 
play children’s games with, or to have pretty Autumn maneuvers? 
What were they preparing forty years for? I fear that those wise 
ones are wise—after the event. I confess that to me it came as an 
utter surprise. A year, a month, before it happened, it would have 
seemed not only improbable, but impossible. And so it seemed, as 
later events showed, to some of the eminent statesmen. Because 
“they” had been preparing for forty years was no reason that it 
“had” to break out now; if they could go on preparing for forty 
years, why couldn’t they keep on preparing for twenty or thirty or 
forty years more? Why was forty and not sixty years the proper 
period of preparation? And then again, perhaps it is just possible, 
just barely possible, that “they” were doing it all for defense. 
Surrounded as they were by an iron ring, threatened as they were 
by an utterly stupid and utterly unscrupulous autocracy which was 
capable of disposing of the lives and deaths of 180 million of people, 
an enormous population constantly and rapidly growing in number, 
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they had to be ready and instantly ready for defense. And if the 
revolution had broken out in Russia and ended successfully before 
the war broke out, it is quite likely, more than likely, that the war 
‘never would have broken out. So that the prophets who were 
sure that the war was coming had really only a slender foundation 
for their prophecy, and most of them, I believe, as I said before, 


are wise after the event. 
* + 


The Scoundrels—Who They Are 


He who is in favor of the war, in favor of a fight to a finish, 
in favor of crushing Germany, and making the world safe for 
democracy, is not a scoundrel. He is simply a fool, and there is a 
difference between a fool and a scoundrel. BUT-— 

He who says that anybody who is opposed to the war and 
yearns for peace is pro-German, is a scoundrel. 

He who would suppress free speech is a scoundrel. 

He who would suppress free press is a scoundrel. 

He who would prevent people from holding peaceable meet- 
ings is a scoundrel. 

He who would imprison or shoot anybody who is opposed to 
the war is a scoundrel. 

He who would stir up racial prejudice is a scoundrel. 

He who, knowing better, appeals not to reason but to passion 
is a scoundrel. 

He who brands the sincere conscientious objector with the 
epithets slacker, coward and traitor is a scoundrel. 

He who justifies the brutalities of the bureaucrats, the in- 
vasions of personal freedom, the breaking up of meetings, the 
severe punishments inflicted by brutal judges, the wholesale depor- 
tations, etc., etc., is a scoundrel. 

Now, whomsoever the cap fits, let him wear it. 


* * 
The Renegades 


The ex-liberal, ex-radical, ex-freethinker, ex-socialist or ex- 
anarchist who has turned reactionary and jingo-militarist is not 
on that account a renegade. A man may under certain conditions 
change his opinions completely without meriting the epithet renegade. 
An honest change of opinion is no crime. But when the ex-liberal, 
ex-radical, ete., would prevent his former comrades and co-believers 
from expressing their opinions, when he calls their utterances 
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“treasonable”—whatever that may mean—when he calls upon the 
autocracy to imprison or shoot those who dissent from him, then 
he is a real contemptible renegade. 


A Fool Bishop 


A fool bishop who is thirsting for blood—did you ever know 
of an instance in which the church disapproved of war or of a 
war?—is very scornful of the conscientious objector. “He will not 
go to war, but is willing to enjoy the results of war.’ No, you 
idiot, we are not willing to enjoy the results of war, because the 
results of war are never otherwise than mean, bitter and detestable; 
never such that much better results could not be obtained without 
war. “Enjoy the results of war.” And that is the expression of 
a bishop! Enjoy the results of war! Only a few manufacturers, 
contractors, munition-makers, and some miscellaneous scoundrels 
enjoy the results of war. The people as a whole never enjoy, never 
have enjoyed and never will, the results of war. For generations 
and generations they eat the bitter fruit of it. Only a stupid 
methodist bishop can enjoy the results of war. 


* ¥* 
Believes What He Wants to Believe 


Of course many people are sincerely in favor of the war. 
There is no question about that. But neither is there any question 
that many people are in favor of the war because it is more com- 
fortable for them to be so. It pays them better to be with the 
majority. And when I say ‘“‘pays”’, I do not mean necessarily in 
money. 

Those who know anything about the Freudian philosophy know 
that when a person wants a certain thing, his subconscious mind 
will often obligingly persuade him that that is the thing he should 
want, that that is the right thing for him to want. 

There are many people who are conscious of the wickedness 
and futility of the war. But to say so or even to remain silent 
would put them in an unfavorable position. And so their sub- 
conscious mind goes to work, and presto, within a short time they 
believe, or believe they believe, that the war is right, and that 
while before the war they were of a different opinion, certain facts 
have persuaded them of their former error, and they can there- 
fore, with a clear conscience, heart and soul, be in favor of the war. 
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Inarticulate Radicals 


I have met some radical people where I least expected them. 
People whom I expected to be thoroly orthodox and reactionary, 
and as free from original or advanced ideas as the mid-Pacific is of 
icebergs, I found to be thoro radicals in politics, in economics, and 
in religion; and the opinions they expressed to me about our entry 
into the war did my sore heart good. And some of these people 
had official positions, and some belonged to the army or navy. Very 
encouraging. But—what is the use? of what use is their radicalism, 
if it is shut up within them, if they'll give utterance to it only oc- 
casionally in the presence of a radical friend, in the privacy of their 
home, or in a low voice to their neighbor on the next steamer chair? 
Of what use is it? Practically none. For that is where the mis- 
fortune is. The reactionaries, the scoundrels, the war-mad militants 
are not quiet and in retirement. They do not hide their light— 
dark and black tho it is—under a bushel. They give utterance 
to their opinions brazenly and blatantly. They push them down 
your throat; they make you hear them whether you want to or not. 
They own the newspapers, they own the pulpits, and by the aid of 
hirelings and volunteers they make their opinions prevail. In short, 
the reactionaries are organized and articulate; the radicals or lib- 
erals are unorganized and inarticulate. And that is why the forces 
of darkness and tyranny and cruelty are now in the saddle. 

No, it is no use being a radical in your insides. If you are 
a radical, make your opinion count. Write to the reactionary news- 
papers, support the radical newspapers, establish magazines, speak 
—in short, do something to make your opinions known and to make 
them count. For the forces of darkness are active, perniciously ac- 
tive, and if we are to defeat them, we must be active too. Twice 


as active. 
* * 


The Swaggering Soldier 

There was one great country where the soldier was conspicuous 
by his absence. If one did happen to pass the street, he walked 
quietly, modestly, almost apologetically. Which was proper. For 
a soldier is an anachronism, and, at his best, a necessary evil. But 
have you seen how the soldier walks the city streets nowadays? He 
walks as if he owned the streets, and his insolent swagger would be 
comical if it were not so tragic. In a week he learned what it took 
the Prussian junker half a century to acquire. But conditions are 
really much worse than in Prussia. For there at least only the 
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officers walk the streets with that offensive swagger; here the private 
is the offender; in fact, the officer is apt to be a gentleman; and as 
there are more privates than officers, the instances of provocation 
are apt to be much more numerous. Somebody ought to sit down 
on the uniformed swaggerer, and whisper in his ear that because 
he may, perhaps, sometimes prove of service to his country it does 
not entitle him to make a blamed nuisance of himself. Neither 
Tommy Atkins nor the poilu have adopted the swagger of our dear 
and generally lovable Sammy. 


* * 


To the War-Mad Maniacs 


Go on burning villages, destroying cities, pillaging homes, 
ravishing women, murdering men and children; go on doing these 
dastardly deeds; we are powerless to restrain you, but don’t try to 
apologize for them; stop prating about the ennobling influence 
of war, about its creative power. You sicken us with your hypocrisy ; 
you are adding insult to injury. If murder us you must, do not 
stand and mock us in the hour of our death agony. It is too fiend- 


ishly cruel. 


* * 


Tue Menace or Peace. By Grorce D. Herron. Mitchell Ken- 
nerly, New York, 1917. 110 pages. Price one dollar. 
Have you ever watched a victim of delirium tremens terrorized 

by the monsters, snakes and devils created by his disordered brain? 
Have you ever heard the shrieks of a victim of major hysteria? 
Well, this booklet is the scream of a delirium tremens patient, the 
shriek of an hysterical woman. It is too silly, too ridiculous for 
an earnest review. The author’s brain has created a lot of scare- 
crows, he has swallowed all the myths that the reactionary and 
militaristic press wanted him to swallow, and now he is in the 
throes of an hysterical convulsion. Poor fellow. He needs the 
services of an alienist. 

The author’s keynote is this: “The Allies are fighting, tho they 
know it not, for a universal rescue of the good that is in Christ... . 
It is for no less than the enthronement of the anti-Christ principle 
that Germany has made war upon humanity.” This will show you 
the author’s mental caliber. And with this kind of intellect the 
author undertakes to advise others as to their duties in this war 
and to discuss with aplomb the real issues underlying the conflict. 


